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ders squared, his strong features frowning

in thought. Thus had he looked when
swinging precariously above the precipice at Le
Faouet, and thus when the Hirondelle was back
ing into the hell’s broth of the reef.

“Tell you what, old sport, we must mct, and
quickly at that,” he said at last, springing to his
feet as though some vallant deed was enlled for
straight away.

“But what can 1 do?" ecame the despairing an-
swer, and Ingersoll, the leader, the master, the
kindly eynle, lifted woebegone eyes to the lithe
and atalwart figure towering above him,

“Lota!™ erled Tollemache. “First, let's get down
to hedrock —then we can talk plainly. I've never
=ald & word to you, Ingersoll, and mighty little to
vour daughter; but I love Yvonne, and if she will
marry me our wedding day will be the proudest
day of my life. I'm not a poor man. I've a heap
more money than ever I've owned up to, because
1 like the life here, and I like you, and 1 worship
the ground Yvonne walks on, and 1 wny afraid

B UT Tollemache sat bolt upright, his shoul

that if you knew | was fairly well fixed in a finan-
cinl sense vou'd regard me as a poscur and cut
Why, I've gaved nearly $10,000 & year
since 1 eame to Pont Aven! 1 ean lay my hands
to-morrow on $100,000, and still have enough left

me outl

1o keep Yvonne in pretiy good shape

“Now, I'm not mnaking any bargain with you,
That isn't our way
with Raymond 1'll settle his hush in double quick
Swine of hia variety are alwayvs blackmail
He must clear

But if I am given a free hand

time,
ers, Very well!
out, bag and baggsge, giv
his silence, over and above an acknowledgment
that he obtained the money by threatening to ex-
pose Mre. Carmue. Don't imagine he won't gol
1'll muke him! It's rather rotten even to talk of
using violence to a fellow with a broken arm; but
he must be got rid of, and 1'll frighten him into a

I'll pay his price.
ing me the promise of

acal —see i ] don't!"™

eaught the younger man's
“Lorry,” he said, “if

Ingersoll rose and

hand In an impulsive grip

it pleases Providence to ordain that Yvonne shall
You are

marry you, I'll offer thanks on my knees

honest as the sun and transparent as the Aven he
neath the trees of the Rois d'Amour in summer
| have known your & r years. | had hardly
learned your name b man told me of the

quarrel with your father beecause you refused to

fall in with some marriage hrokerage arranged

o bhuzy

between him and the father of a girl wt

ness nterests marched w

| knew, too, that

ring the

yvou bought ten of my pic

0

months of {

ance. 1 d

our &cq
with your well meaning subterfuge

lost noth:ng on ths culation, at any rate, bhe

work at its best per

CRUS® you aAcquired
H".‘! I'-'f'.',?' investme t would :- f -.’ =M rl'r cent _:-
_'-' 1 so0ld how

“Hut let that pa Pa you believe 1 would

waste your time 17

ever linve encou

pursiing the fickle goddess of art but for the

knowledpge that you were happy and content

far removed fro the temptations that b

3 of of no occupation? No,
you know well that ld huve driven you forth
vith hard words. Yet | kave never deceived you

How often have 1 suid that art is & crue] mistress

a wanton who ref her fuvors to some most

ardent wooers, yet flings them with prodigal

hands st
utmost passion, despise it? But you have a qual

nthers, who, though worthy of her

far above the painter who,

ity that ranks vt

while fitted to =ee divine things, wallows in the

mud of medioerity. You are & loyal friend and

good comrade, a mun of clean soul =nd single

thought

“Waul ht lenve you now to denl
with aymond! But the plan
you suggest is useless. He would laugh at you,
disregard your threats and taunt you with per
sonal designs on Mrs, Carmac’s o ns. You

have forgotten, Lorry, that Yvonne is her daugh
ter. | know my wife's nuture to the depths. She
has drunk to nsusen of the nectar of wealth
What has it give

A contented r d? No: she is scourged with

her? Happinese? Good health?

scorpions, torn by n thousand regrets. She would

f some mugician would

give all her money now
of the lust

her life the recore

wipe out
Very gladly, very humbly, would

provided that no cloud

eighteen yeurs.
she dwell in this cottag

existed between her ar onne, HBut that eannot
be. As offering a middle way, 1 have agreed that
Yvonne shall vizsit her at intervals, and even that

small concession has delighted her beyond meas-

ure. And what will be the outcome? No matter

what | may say, she will try to eapture my girl's

heart with a shower of gold,

“No: 1 don't believe for one moment that she
will ever estrange Yvonne from me. [ do not
even commit the injustiee of atiributing any such
design to her. But that Yvonne will inherit Car
mac's millions if they are left undisturbed in her
mother's posscss s wlmost as certain as death

the one certainty lLife holds for us poor mortals.
And, shove ull, don't hug the delusion that the

man who has discovered my wife's pitiful secret

is not alive to this phuse of a problem which is
in my mind night and duy to the exclusion of all
else. He will exact a price which you éannot pay
Each hour his ambitions mount higher. That un-
happy woman is as powerless s & fawn caught in
the coiln of & python.”

“One can free the fawn by dislocating the py
thon's vertebra Is there sany hurm in my try-
ing?"

“You may not kill the man
openly, you admit the very contention that he

If you tackle him

may never be able to establish in & court of law,
because, although he may have ferreted out the
prior murriage, he cunnot yet be sure that there
the diverce may not hold good. Even 1 myaelf
am doubtful in that respect. It is & difficult legal
point. fears something. The

fact that she has retwined Ruymond when ihe

Obviously Stella
meant to dismiss him seems to indicate n weak
spot in her armor, No, Lorry, I've looked at
this thing from every point of view, and 1 see no
loophole of eschpe. She is trapped, and Raymond
alone can wet her free
ure, act when he acts, and strive to assist her
Meanw for her sake

We must awusit his pleas

when the crigis arrives
we must endesvor to tolerate him.”

Tollemache sat down sgain “1 feel like my
namesake, Saint Lawrence the Martyr,” b
“You remember that when he was put

¢ said
gloomily

on a gridiron, and done to a crisp golden brown
that by way of a change
little on the

on one side, he suggested
his executioners should grill him &
Thut reminds me, Soerates

for

other. Gee, whizz!
i{f Sainte Barbe can't arrange matiers better
pilgrims to her shrine, she ought 1o go out of the
Here are Madeleine, Yvonne, you and

business
myself mixed up in fifty-seven varieties of trou

ble! And, I suppose, Mere Pitou and little Barbe
will receive attention in turn. If éver 1 meet
Sainte Barbe in Kingdom Come, I'll tell her her
real name! It strikes me that whoever inven ~d
the pin-dropping scheme knew what he was do
‘ng_ll

Ingersoll npeded no explanation of his friend’s
outburst agninst the gentle lady whose love story
has descended through the centuries. [t was a

confession of sheer impotence. He was forcing
T T

himself to admit that he could no more stay the
course of events than stem the next tide rushing
in from the Atlantie.

Feeling that he wanted to bite something, Tolle-
mache 1it his pipe and clenched the stem vielously
between his strong teeth. Aroused by the strik-
ing of the match, Ingersoll hegan to gmaoke, too.
The attitude of the two bespoke their sense of
utter helplessness. Thus might men imprisoned
on some voleanie island sit and await in dumb
misery the next upheaval of the trembling earth.

At last Tollemache, whose lively and strenuous
tomperament rebelled against indecision, even in
circumstances such as these, where one false move
might precipitate the very crisis he wished to
avoid, put s question which Ingersoll had been
expeeting and fearing sinee their talk began.

“] take it you haven't told Yvonne what you
have told me?" he said, “I ean't recall your exnct
words, but you implied that she is ignorant of the
true nature of the dilemma her mother is in."

“Yeu, that's the worst of it multéred In-
gersoll, “1t e¢omes hard, Lorry, to parade the
wretchedness of forgotten years before one's own
daughter —a girl like Yvonne, whose mind is an
unblemished mirror. Before this blight fell on
our lives I don’t believe she renlly understood
why sin and wrongioing should exist. We dwelt
apart. We moved and breathed in a gracious
world of our own contriving. She read of evil in
books and newspapers; but it passed her by, leav-
ng her unrufed as our earth when astronomers
report some clash of suns in the outer universe.
Now, although her mother’s callousness is patent
to her, and this mad eseapade o- Madeleine's has
stabbed her ss with a dagger, she is wholly un
aware of the chief offence, my neglect to facilitate
the divoree proceedings.”

“For the first time in our acquaintance, Soe-
rates, I've got to say that you're talking non-
sense,” blurted out Tollemache excitedly, *“It's
had ennugh that Mrs. Carmac 1 suppose I'd bet-
ter stick to thit name for her— should be in such
a hole, and we be unable at present to pull her
out. RBut it's ahsolute rot that you should blame
voureell for her mismanagement of her own af
faire. Dash it &l]! Where is the man or woman
who can &ct to-morrow in face of such an expe-
ht, twenty years

rience as yours 45 they mi
hence, wizh they had acted? That's no way to
look at things. Tell Yvonne, I eay. Tell her to-
Then she ean discuss the situation fairly

Dan't you see,

night.
and squarely with her mother,
heaps of things may have oecurred which, if you
%new of them, might modify your judgment? This
American divoree may be bad Inw in England, but
That lawver fellow, Mr. Ben-
He, or

good law in France
nett, struck me ns a wise old codger.
some one like him, might put Mrs. Carmac up to
all sorts of dodges to do Raymond in the eye
And, in any event, don’t start accusing yourself
If vou do, d'ye know what the upshot
will be? She'll take your side against her
maother. and where will Mrs. Carmae be then?”
“Probably yvou are right, Lorry. | have learned

ust In;.\' own thoughts. Yes, I'll tell Yvonne

to Yvonne

the whole truth.”
| «poke in the mecents of stoic despair:

che was in fighting mood and ecager

Tallem

te close with the enemy

“It's sound poliey to defend by attacking,” he
want on, with an air of profundity that at any
other time the older man would have found in
tensely amusing. “That's what we were taught in
llege football, and it's true of every other kind
of rourh and tumble. Why shouldn't Mrs. Car-
mae blow Raymond and his blackmailing sechemes
gy high by making a deal with Fosdyke and the
ather relatives? The cake iz big enough, you say,
that each should get a good slice and be satis-
fied. As for legal proceedings in Englund, who's
going to prosecute? Not you, And who else can
act? The more I look at this affair the more 1I'm
econvineed it's a bogey that will fall to bits at the

ht punch.
the enthusiastic advocate of strong

first straig

Certainl;
measires seemed to have hit on a project that,
though diffienlt, was not wholly impracticable. 1f
I'oadyke had only kept clear of that stupid in-
trirue with Madeleine Demoret, a settlement by
eansent might come well within the bounds of rea-
Eon

For the first time in many days Ingersoll saw
n gleam of light in a chokiing fog. He brightened
perceptibly, and talked with rome of his wonted
nnimation,

Neither man noticed how the time was slipping
by untit Mére Pitou summoned them to supper.
Yvonne had not arrived, so they assumed that she
had remained with Mrs, Carmae. About 10 o'elock
Ingersall - probably in a state of subdued ner-
vousness as to the autcome of the prh_l(‘{:‘.(‘li dis-
closure asked Tollemache to convey a message
t¢ Yvonne that she was wanted at home.

Lorry oheved cheerfully He believed he had
blundered on a means of discomfiting the rascally
soeretary, and. that lsudable object once attained,
lovemaking.
Though his nims and hopes differed from Harvey
Raymond's gs the open sea from a slime-covered
morass, he too made the mistake of imagining
that money could level all obstacles; which, if
regarded as an infallible muxi is misleading
Hke to the just and the unjust,

Usually, when returning to the hotel from the
cottage, he took the short cut by the footbridge on
which Yvonne had encountered Madeleine and Fos-
dyke. He wns aware, however, that the girl habit-
uully used the slightly longer but more open high-
wiuy. So he turned into the Concarneau road, and
was approaching the main bridge (the famous old
pont that gives the village its name) when he
saw two people sauntering slowly toward the
harbor and apparently engaged in close converse,
They were some distance away and partly hidden
in the deep shadow of a fifteenth century mill
with ecurious carvings beneath the roof ufvn lion

the path was clear for his own

and a man, but he could not be mistaken as to
Yvonne and Haymond, for no girl in Pont Aven
carried herself with Yvonne's grace, and the mis-
shapen little secretary was in n class apart.
Evidently Raymond had offered his escort to
Yvonne und they were extending u somewhat late
promenade to enable the former to convey such
news &8 he had to give of the joarney to Quim-
perié. Fossibly he had received an answer from
that mysterious “friend,"” Duquesne. Nevertheless,
Tollemache was aware of a sudden lessening of
his exaltation. It was as though when overheated
by exertion he had entered a cold and clammy
vault. He could give no walid resson why he
should not quicken his puce and overtake Yvonne
Yet he hung back,
conscious of a sense of intrusion, yet furious with
himself on account of this inexplicable hesitancy.
Finally he compromised. Yvonne would surely
not take a prolonged siroll after 10 o'clock at
He would walk a little way up the old
(CConearnenu voad (so called because, after the
fashion of ancient tracks, it climbs a steep hill

with her father's message

night

boldly, while its modern supplanter follows a
and keep in the gloom
of the ancient houses elustered there until he saw
her making for the cottage. With growing impa-
tience, and a prey to not a little misgiving, he
waited fully half an hour
At last she appeared, walking swiftly and alone
And now his mnxiety yielded to astonishment.
| and erossing the
Place au Beurre, he was just in time to see her
vanish into the obseurity of the Rue Math s, At

longer and easier sweep

Coming quietly down the hil

- e ———

heading for Mare Pitou's.
he fancied he could
nar-

any rate, then, she was
Glaneing toward the harbor,
make out Raymond at the end of the short,
row street,

fle did not think it necessary to lurk in the
background until Raymond passed, but went to
the hotel and stood on the terrace under the

sycamores, hut well in view of any one approach-

ing the annex.

Soon Raymond came, picking his steps with
careful slowness and keeping to the well lighted
centre of the square. His chin was sunk in the
upturned collar of an overcoat and he had the
aspeet of one lost in thought, Yet he seemed to
know of Tollemache’s presence and raised his
eves in a stendy stare when the two were within
a few vards of cach other.

e did not speak, but his pallid face crensed
Whether or not this was
recognition  Tollemache
He returned Huymond's

into a malevolent grin.
intended as a polite
reither knew nor cared
atare with the impagsivity of a red Indian, and
though puzzled and distredsed, resolved to look in
larry Jackson before retiring for the night.

ol L=

tn after life Tollemache never forgot that mo
ir with fate. Perhapy, if left to
», ovents might have followed the
o channel nest day or some succceding day
1 uestioning the tremendous
iculnr hour when its out
after light of secom

ment, It w

their own coura

e could be no
arce of that pa

ns reculled tn the

&

facts.
eeforth there waz no damming the torrent
that swept away men and women in its fury

for evermore, =ome were thrown

and maimed, on far distant strands, but
tible flood, and if

all were eanght in an o

Tollemarhe were n visionary he might have heard

way to Paris the journey s n matter of ohvious
Rupert will unquestionably mt.-et
Lazare, and what opportunity
on of making any appeal
pert would wimply take
You see,
We

arrangement.
her at the Gare St
will your deputy have th
to the girl herself? Ru
him hy the collar and awing him aside.
Yvonne, | am forty-two and you are twenty.
survey life from diferent angles.” .

“From different levels, at any rate,” said
Yvonne, closing her ears to the ecold nceuracy of
her mother's reasoning. “You gaze down on us
simple Pont Avenois from the altitude of New
York and London, while | cannot peer nbove the
enves of our little milla. T am looking now
through the low door of a desolate eottage, and I
cun diseern a broken-hearted woman erooning her
sorrow by the emhers of a dying fire. Oh, mother,
mother, if ever you would have me love you ns u
daughter you must try and renlize that my very
heartstrings are twined around my Hreton friends,
that | rejoice with them and grieve with them,
that 1 love them for their many virtues and eon-
done their few faults! [ have never knowingly
wished evil to any one, but if God in his merey
hould preserve my dear Madeleine from that hor
rid man 1 would not care what means His wis
Even though Fosdyke marriex her,

dom adopted.
and I eannot think

Madeleine will not be huppy,
thut if he meant to behave honorably he would
have tempted her to plunge her people into such
distress by leaving home clandestinely 1o

Mrs, Carmae could have rocked with laughter at
the notion of Rupert Fosdyke marrying Madeleine
But she curbed the impulse. Despite
Yvonne wasd in an exeitn-

Demaoret
her primitive simplieity,
ble mood that night, and this affeir must be al
lowed to settle itself without disturbing their
good relations,

“Well,” she sighed, affecting nn accord she did

only wanted to be assured that Peridot was safe
in fm cottuge, His mother was anxious sbout him
that is all”

“No need, ma'am, | assure you,” said Po;.;ple.
earnestly. “He's one of the best, is Peridot.
For a Frenchman, I've never met hin ekal. I halnd
a sort of notion he'd bring good luck, an’ he did
ton. We've got your boxes!"

Mrs. Carmae stood up. Her pale cheeks flushed
with gratifieation, *I am more than pleaged,”
she cried, “Where are they? Can they be
brought here to-night "

“No, ma'nm; not hoth, that is
reckon, you're forgeitin’ the ways of a French cus-
tom house. I've got yours, beeause it wus open;
but the other one, which is locked, had to be left
in a ahed down below there until the key !s

I tried to tell some chap in n blue coat
Carmae

Like meself, I

produced
and eheese-cutter cap that if poor Mr.
had any cigars or cigarettes in his eabin trunk
they wouldn’'t be of mueh aceount after soakin'
N water for a matter o' ten days or there
ahouts: but, bless your heart, he wouldn’t listen,
Mossoo Guého, the gentleman from Hrest, tole me
I"d have to bring the key in the mornin’, or, more
likely, foree it open; so I left it at that”

in salt

Mrs. Carmae was puzzled, and showed it. “You

say my hox in open. Do you mean that it has

been smashed to pieces?” she inquired.

ult's hardly been scratched, ma'am. You ree,
it was this way: When the yacht broke in two,
part was earried elean away by the sea.
d up fittin's an’ bitz o’ machinery
vards from the reef. But the after
part must ha' held together longer, un' the heavy
gpns didn't et at it quite so flerce like. Anyhow,
Peridot sort o' nosed out where them boxes might
be lvin’, an' we sent the diver down an' sure

the fore
The trawl pic
two hundred

enough there they were.”

RESCUING THE PORTICO OF ST. JOHN'S CHAPEL.

the rusk of mighty waters ns he turned to enter

the hotel.
CHAPTER XIlI

Wherein Both the Reef and Mr. Raymond Yield
Information,

Yvonne was looking forward to Raymond's re
turn from Quimperlé with an ill-concealed rest
lexssness that drew u sympathetie inquiry from
her mother,

“Are you still freiting about Madeleine?

she
said

This =olicitude wae not feigned, but it centred
wholly in Yvonne. The folly or stupidity of some
pert villuge maid wi
or cared to see did not interest Mrs. Carmac in

om she hnd never either seen

the least. Had she voiced her real feeling in the
mutter she would have condemned her daughter's
lack of proportion Puring half & lifetime she
had dwelt among the elect.

immaterinl whether or not Madeleine's eareer was

To her it was quite

ruined. Nor was this & mere pose on her part,
She had trained herself to think that way. Yet,
so sharply may deeds clash with personal in-
elination, both she and Walter Carmac were noted

She strove to do good,
She could lecture Rupert

for their philanthropy
but not by steslth.
Fosdyke with genuine zeal; but, while seeking to
reform the victimizer, she had little pity for the
vietim. From her point of view, Madelelne was
one of a fixed percentage of girls who rebelled
agrinst the social law Of enurse, one tried to
reduce their number, but it was almost bad form
to wear one's heart out because the expected ha«
huppened.

Yvonne, though she would not have enred to pu
her impressions into words, was aware of this
attitude on her mother's part, and it saddened
her inexpressibly. At such moments a seemingly
impatsable gulf yawned between them. Made-
leine had been lier trusted associate sinee they
were babies together, toddling up the hill in con
voy of some older girl to the kindergarten class
in the convent. She knew thut her friend was
pure minded and warm hearted. Nothing could
have shocked her so greatly as the discovery that
& man like Rupert Fosdyke should have succeeded
in s. brief a time in undermining the moral
structure that Hrittany builds so molidly in its
women folk.

“l shall never cease fretting about her," she
answered. “If by some eruel chance Mr. Ray-
mond's friend fails me, 1 am minded to ask my
father to come with me to Parls to-morrow.
Madeleine will not resist me if once we are
brought face to face

“Your father has far too much sense,” said Mrs.
Carmae composedly

“Oh, please don't talk in that strain.
bear it,” pleaded the girl

“It hurts, of course; but isn't it better to look
at the facts squarely? | am surprised that Mr.
Raymond, who has more experience in life, should
have flown on a wild goose chase to Quimperlé, It
is nothing else. If Madeleine is actually on her

—

I eannot

A Sidewalk Being Built Under the Porch.

not feel, "we can only hope now that your tele-
1 will prove effective.  Who is the person

taymond is securing?
our Duguesne.”

Mra, Carmue wrinkled her smooth forehead.
“I have not heard the name,”
pause, “Hut there is nothing unusual in that.
Re
living in a houschold on the footing he occupied
in the Chase and in Charlez Street, would have
He, for all 1|
know of his earlier history, might have been born
in - Saturn. 1 was going to say Mars, but Mr
Raymond does not meet one’s idesl of a Martian,”

At that Yvonne waa constrained to smile.
Neither she nor the woman who dismissed Ray-
mond and Duquesne so flippantly eould guess

ghe said, after a

Any other man,

ymona is curiously seeretive,

spoken at times of his relntives,

what sinister influences lurked behind the assoei-
ation of those two men. An astrologer would have
found something ominous in that haphazard ref-
erence to the planetary harbingera of disaster,
Saturn and Mars, and, oddly enough, a half
thought of this sort did flit through Yvonne's
mind, because she often found amusement and
interest during the mild and cliar winters of
Brittany in reading the firmament from a stellar
atlas, and there was hardly n constellation in the
northern heavens she could not name at sight.

At that moment, however, relief from a rather
forced conversation came in the shape of Captain
Popple’s burly form.

“Heg pardon, ma'am, for intrudin' at this time,”
he said, when admitted, “but | thought you'd like
to hear the result of to.dayv’'s operations on the
reef,  Atween Peridot an' & trawl, we've been
doin' things."

“Is Peridot here in Pont Aven?” interrupted
Yvonne, blanching in quick alarm,

“Yes, miss. He kéem from Concarneau this
mornin’, un’ I've brought him up the river on
to-night’s tide.”

“Where is he now ™

“I'm not quite sure, miss,
o' minutes since, While | was havin' a word with
Jackson Peridot went up the hill"

“Was he tired?"

Popple was undoubtedly perplexed by this sud-
den conearn as to Peridot's physiecal eondition;
but he answered readily enough, “Well, miss, if
he ien’t he ought to be. We've been hard at it
high water and low, for fourteen hours” '

Yvonne was so visibly relieved that Papple's
bewilderment increased. Of course he had heard
no word of Madeleine's flight, and he could not
understand that if Peridot had gone home and to
bed there was a chance that the fisherman might
leave the village again early in the morning with-
out being told the disastrous news, since Madame
Larraidou was a cautious old body, who would not
vex her son with idle gossip.

Popple hesitated. If further details of Peridot’s
well being were needed, he was ready to vouch
for the Briton's apparent good heslth and ~om-
plete sobriety. '

._‘-IH Carmae fathomed his difficulty at onee
“Go on, eaptain,” she smiled. |

He left me a couple

“Miss Ingersoll

“Could the box.have been wrenched open while
being lifted to the surface "

Popple scratched his head dublously, not be-
eause of any doubt suggested by Mra. Carmac's
question, but on mccount of a problem that had
bothered him ever since the salvage was effected.

“No, ma'am,” he said, evidently weighing his
words. "It received no rough usage. It wasn't
locked.”

“But it was!" insisted the lady, rather emphati-
eally, I locked it myself before coming on deck
after we left Hrest, | remember doing so moat
distinetly."

“Then it's a myst'ry, a real myst'ry, seein’ as
the lock has been turned. The warda are full o
sand, of course; but that has nothin’ to do with
their position."

“Where is the box now "

"Outside on a handeart, ma'am.
guard. That's been his job all day -just sittin’
on that box. You see, ma'am, you tole me you
was particular about it an' the other one; so 1've
tuken care that each of 'em reaches you just as
we found it.”

"Will you kindly ask the hotel porters to CArTy
the one box here now ™

“Cert'nly, ma'am. There's on’y one thing. The
contents are in a sad mess, The sight of 'em may
upset you."

“No, no. The loss of the clothing i Imma-
terial. Please have the box brought in"

Popple lost no time, Mrs. Carmac was explain-
ing to Yvonne that the solitary article of jewelry
she valued, a necklace of graded pearls, had been
left in a locked case, itself inclosed in a locked
box, when a porter entered and dumped a rust-
covered steel trunk on the floor. Popple untied
t!\e knots of & rope that képt the lid in position.
Ium:mstmnubly' if Mra, Carmae had turned the
key in the lock on leaving her cabin, it had been
opened later, either by accident or design.

The owner dropped to her knees instantly, After
an alarmed glance at an arrangement of straps
beneath the lid, she piled a number of sodden und
salt-stnined articles on the floor. Soon she was
gazing disconsolately at an empty box. The jewel
case was not there. But she was more than dia-
turbed, she was exceedingly annoyed.

"I have been robbed!"™ she eried. “Some one on
board the Stella possessed a key that would open
1 .Y"]” lock, & thing that called for careful plan-
ning! I have lost twenty thousand pounds’ worth
of pearls and diamonds!™

“,\II:-, Raymond told me the necklace alone was
worth ten thousand, ‘am," o
ekserdl ma'am,"” breathed Popple

“Mr. Raymond! How came you and he to be
discussing the value of my jewels? She was on
her feet now, glowering in anger, a woman de-
spoiled of her prized possessions, and ready to
suspect any one.

Popple was apologetic. He folt as if he were
personally in default. “We was talkin® one day
about the salvage, ma'am. [f you remember, you
mentioned a lot o' money in notes, which ought to
turn up in the trunk at the customs shed, and it

Jackson's on

seemed sori o' nateral that Mr. Raymogq A
should talk things over.” w

“Yes, yes, Of course, he knew g abogy
notes and the rest. Don't look at me "
stupid fashion. [ am not accusing yoy aum
Raymond for wtealing my belongings, Bok a
can one account for this wretched busineg®
could have dared'to go to my cabin, whag thy
bery must be discovercd before we reached podll!
that night? [ locked both case and box, B |
the keys. Celeste found them in n specta) ‘pedt
inside the skirt I wore that day, My }
keys were in his pockst, ton. They wers
to me by the Mayor on behalf of the poliee®

She was talking excitedly, almost at ran
had snatched at a porte-mannaie to diw -
keys, as though the fact ¢ they “iﬂl".‘
were in her keeping supplied proof WWM N
she could not be mistaken.

“It's an awkward business, an’ that's thy
truth, ma'am,” wheezed Popple. “It 'ud ploagy
an' Jackson If you'd send for the police an'

‘om search us an' our rooms. Not that wy'y
much beyond a few bits o' linen ™

“You and Jackson the steward!” repeated YRB™
Carmae shrilly, "Did you know alresdy thef

jewels were gone hx
“We guested it, ma'am. We didn't like the
o' that there box, an’ that's & fact” 1
She rtamped a foot angrily on the floor of "
ished wood. “It does not concern you or
son,” she eried. *“1 would as soon think of
ing Mr. Raymond, who was with mae in the Sl
saloon during all those misersble hours—*
“Blaming me for what, Mry, Carmac?" camg
secretary’s harsh voice. The door had been w
open when the box was brought in, and Reymey
himself was standing there now. He had just)
turned from Quimperié, and had the
of a man plerced with eold, as the night bad
denly grown chilly. His small syes roved
Mrs. Carmac's irritated face to Yvonne, whe
gtill seated, and had not interfered in thy ¥
versation. Then thay dwelt on the empty tra)
and the dishevelled heap of its contents. .
“You've recovered some of your baggage,
he went on quietly. “Is that the box eontal
your jewel case?”
“It is the box that did contain It at one
ecame the vexed rejoinder.
“Do you mean that the case is not thers?®
"Yes. Some one has stolen it. [ care g
about the diamonds; but the pearls were (1
by Mr. Carmae, and cannot be replaced.” e
“But— forgive the question why did yeu sy
you do not blame me?”
“] blame no one, you least of any, as you
the one man who was never near my eabin sines [l
quitted it."”
Raymond advanced further into the room,
one sharp glance at the flustered sallor, he
again at the limp collection of garments on 4
floor, from which & light haze of steam was eul
lazily, a3 the temperature of the apartment
many degrees higher than that of the wet o
closely packed lingerie and dresses.
“This is & very serious matter,” he said slowl

“Unfortunately most of the Stella's erew have
Pont Aven."”

“My men were not thieves, Mr, —-
Popple fiercely.

“[ am not even hinting that thay wers,” smde
Raymond, “I only mention the chief obstacle
the way of a search for the missing gems—grants
the slmost incredible thing that any man on boan
the Stells stole them in the belief that he cou
win clear with his loot before Mrs. Carmae d
Do you mean to send for

" broke in

covered her loss,
police?" he continued, adressing Mrs, Carsti
“And- that reminds me—what of the money M.
Carmae carried in one of his { Is the

gone also?

Mrs, Carmae snapped that she did not mean b
The sooner she was out'®l
Pont Aven and free of its oppressive atmospien
the batter she would be pleuseq. Then, apparenth
ashamed of her petulance, she explained the myy- -1

trouble the police

tery of the opened lock.

ramond tried to be helpful, He frowned joll-
cially, “Where did you sctually place the J
cage? he asked,

“In those straps,” she said, pointing to the
elings attached to the inside of the lid.

“Then isn't it at least possible that you did e
actually lock the box, though believing yod 1 4
done so? In this event the case, being hesvyls
may have fallen out, and be now somewhere I8g
the locality where the box was found

“No,"” said Popple. “The driver had his erda
He searched perti¢'lar,” His tone was grufl,
hostile. He would be hard to convinee that ¥
secretary’s reference to the departed members Sy
the yacht's company was not mesnt as & slor
their character.

Raymond ignored Popple's eurtness. "Still,
you yourself said, captain, the sea acts fa
curiously uncertain way at times,” he rep
blandly. “There will ba no harm in makiag’
frosh search to-morrow. Weather permitting !
shall accompany you, if for no other reason iE
a wish to see once again a place where #0
us—not all, unhappily—wers so provident
rescued."”

Mrs. Carmae rang for Celests, “Take them ¥
ticles and give them to Mile. Julia for dis
tion among the poor women of the village,”
said. Her sttitude was eloquent. The pearls
lost irretrievably, She dismissed the subject.

“Mais, madame,” cried the dismayed Celestt
“much of the linen is veritably new and only
quires washing."”

“Do as I bid you, [ shall never weat 8By o
those garments again. Captain Popple, here !
the key you want. I leave you to desl with the
customs people. Will you help Celeste t0 remové
the box? Thank you. Well, Mr. Raymond, yoU|
have just returned from Quimperlé, I sappote’
Did you have a cold journey?”

Raymond took the cue, and ssid nothing B¢
of the theft. When Popple and the maid B
gone he explained that during the run 0 Quir
perlé he decided that it would be more discreet
telephone Duquesne than send Yvonne's teleg
He was lucky in renching his friend without &
Iay, and was thus able to give his detailed instr®
tions, including a full description of Madeleint
appearance. Duquesne had promised to meet
train at the Gare Smint Lazare. In fact he
50 eager to serve that, failing Madeleine's arfd
at the expected hour, he would meet the nes
train, and the next. In any case he would tele
graph the result early in the morning. o

In a word, Raymond had acquitted himself
mirably. He had forgotten nothing, left 20 e
unturned, Yvonne was more than ever graté e

Mrs. Carmuc was tired, almost peevish; %0
girl did not remain much longer.

She agreed readily when Raymond aaked 10 °
allowed to see her home, and did not dﬂmﬂ'h'
reaching the bridge at an unexpected request |t
she should walk with him a little way dow®
road to the harbor.

“The hour is not so late,
“and 1 wish to lay*before you a very serious _
ter. | may surprise you greatly. | ma¥ e
tress you. But [ do want you 1o believe,
Yvonne, that in baring my heart to you 1 am
swayed by unworthy motives” f

—— ’
o n yesd ') '. 1

" he said deferlauluf




